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Editorial: 


at LA 


Thoughts on the Master 


DELIA DE LEON 


During these past weeks, in thinking of Baba’s teachings, it became clearer 
than ever to me that it is not what Baba says, but what He is that is of 
such supreme value to us; for it is only when the words are backed by 
example that they carry conviction and have importance. Therefore, it is 
because Baba is here with us, and gives us the example of His own life, that 
words and teachings become transformed into living Truth, and our hearts 
stirred and awakened. He shows us not only what we can become but the 
love of God in manifestation. We see love, wisdom and power in action, 
and by His perfection we can measure our imperfection, and so be helped 
to a standard of true values. So the first thing that Baba teaches or wants 
of us is not to talk but to do. 


Baba once told some disciples who were discussing books, “learn to read 
ME.” It is for our sakes that Baba is here, for He is already perfect, and 
that He willingly endures limitation and suffering. Our receptivity to 
Him will help us to transcend our limited selves, for Baba, by holding 
Himself up for our attention and saying, ‘““Read me,” shows us the mean- 
ing of perfection when man becomes God, and God becomes man—and 
also shows us what it means to function as a human being with complete 
balance, poise, and equilibrium. This is teaching in the truest sense, for He 
has trod every step of the path He asks us to take. 


Whilst Baba helps all humanity, His concern is with the individual, for 
perfection is an individual matter which each one has to attain personally. 
He says we must learn by our own efforts and conscious experience, but 
when we make the effort, He will give us the victory. That is why, with 
His close disciples, Baba has always been reluctant to give explanations. He 
points out that explanations and discussions do not help us to realize Truth 
—and when you experience it you do not need explanations. 


For progress, the chief requisite is to love God sincerely and with single- 
ness of purpose. This is the cornerstone of Baba’s teaching, for it is by love 
and through love that perfection is attained; but we are told, “True love 
is no game for the faint-hearted and the weak.” We need courage, disci- 
pline, and a burning determination to let nothing deflect us from our chosen 


path. 


To make clear to us the intrinsic worth of every human being He tells 
us, “God is in everything and everybody—you must feel in your heart of 
hearts that God alone is real, that He is the innermost self of all selves.” 
He says this again and again in various ways—it is a basic statement in His 
teachings; for until we can really feel this we cannot understand the funda- 
mentals of human relationships, nor know that when we hate or hurt any- 
one we are really doing it to ourselves. 


Baba does not only talk of love, He enfolds all with the warmth of His 
own all-embracing love. Those who have met Him know the unique experi- 


ence of being in the presence of someone who radiates pure love, and who ~ 


makes you feel that whoever you are and whatever you have done He 


really loves you and wants you to love as He does, and it is this love of Baba © 


that melts the hard crust of our limited egos. 


In one of His discourses Baba gives an illuminating description of what 


happens when we start to love. “Love,” He says, “is essentially self-com-_ 
municative; those who do not have it catch it from those who have it— 
‘those who get love from others cannot be its recipients without giving a_ 


response which in itself is of the nature of love. True love is unconquerable 
and irresistible, it goes on gathering force and spreads itself until it trans- 


forms everyone it touches.” So I understand Baba to mean that we must_ 


love with no thought of self, giving and never asking. 


Baba teaches that we should be practical in everything we do—that means 
giving each task our concentrated attention and doing it to the best of our 
ability. He says we must not over-emphasize the material at the cost of the 
spiritual, or have spiritual ideas without putting them into practice. It is 
balance between head and heart that is needed. To solve our social and indi- 
vidual problems we must eliminate self-interest. He tells us, ‘Creative: 
leadership will have to recognize and emphasize that all men are already 


united with each other not only by their co-partnership in the Great Divine’ | 


Plan for Earth, but also by virtue of their being equally the expression off 
one life.” He wants brotherhood on earth to be a fulfilled fact. 


Baba does not like us to criticize others. He points out that it is a de- | 


structive habit, and that we should first of all see our own faults and try: | 


and remedy them. 


All aspects of the personality must be developed, otherwise we will be: 
immature and one sided—this also means accepting responsibility for our-- 
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selves and our actions. 


Sometimes Baba’s method of dealing with His disciples may appear de- 
structive, for He attacks weakness and uses strength; therefore He some- 
times, has to bring a disciple to rock bottom to teach a much-needed lesson 
—destruction precedes. construction. He tells us that we can learn most 
from cur gricfs and sufferings if we endure them willingly and with pa- 
tience, for it is only in life that the opportunity is given to experience 
and tr'nscend limitation. He emphasizes the importance of living in the 
ever-pr ‘sent, not in the past or in the future. In reality we are never born 
and never die——therefore at this very moment Truth is here for the taking. 


He gives no spiritual importance to miracles, and classes them with 
occult experiences as part of illusions to be transcended. In fact He tells us 
that attachment to these experiences binds us as much as attachment to 
material things. 


On a more personal note He gives the advice that we should not worry, 
He will help us, and that we must love Him. By experience I know how 
worry and fear clog and vitiate the personality, so it is practical advice to 
tell us not to worry—in line with modern psychology. For if we can do as 
Baba says. emptying ourselves, letting go of the false ego, then the Truth 
can flow in unhampered. It is rather like the Zen Masters telling their 
disciples, “Walk on,” or, ‘“There is nothing to do, and nowhere to go.” Baba 
makes us aware that this terrified clinging to the little ego of ourselves is 
in reality lack of understanding and faith in God. 


Baba emphasizes that He has not come to establish any new cult, organ- 
ization, or religion—there are too many of these already. What He will do 
is to bring all together like beads on a string. 


There is nothing pessimistic in Baba’s teachings—it is full of hope, tell- 
ing us of the glorious destiny ordained for all. He wants us to be cheerful 
and happy in all circumstances. He does, however, point out the dangers 
and difficulties of the path when He says that the Soul in its journey from 
unconscious to conscious Divinity goes through all experiences of duality, 
because it is through illusion that the Soul becomes conscious of its one- 
ness with God, and the Ego, which is the cause of temporary suffering, is 
_ also the means of eternal happiness and bliss. 


So Baba pictures for us the vast and eternal Cosmic Drama of Evolution, 
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Re-incarnation, and Involution—but He tells us there is no cause for 
despair, for the saint was once the sinner, and the sinner becomes the saint. 
It is for us to play our parts well whatever the role, and so be enriched by 
the essence of each experience. All experiences are necessary before the slate 
can be wiped clean of both good and bad impressions (sanskaras) and libera- 
tion achieved. This is an important statement of Baba’s, for it makes clear 
that Realization is not achieved by mere goodness as most of us have been 
taught. 


I feel that Baba’s silence would be important for us if only for the fact 
that it is in such contrast to what nearly everyone else in the world is doing. 
He says that things that are real are given and received in silence. He does 
not mean by that only physical silence, but an attitude of communion. 


He does want us to try to understand and think about His silence, for He © 


said in America, “If my silence cannot speak, of what avail would be 
speeches made by the tongue?” 


Because Baba’s teaching pays no attention to ritual, nationality, sex, 
‘caste or colour, but to the one Universal life in all, it can appeal to every- 
one, whoever or whatever he may be. He comes down to the level of the 
seeker and gives to each according to their needs. The earnest seeker can find 
an answer to his questions and receive inner spiritual transformation. 


Baba points the way by His humanity, and to all He gives this message: 


“Have hope; I have come to help you in winning the one Victory of all 
Victories— Y ourself.” 


Kok Xk 


MISSION WITH MEHER BABA 


By LIEUT. COL. F. P. GOLDNEY (Retired) 
Special Correspondent to THE AWAKENER 


I was scheduled to leave Copenhagen for India in December, 1956, but 
the journey was unavoidably cancelled due to the cancellation of all pas- | 
sages to Bombay during the extended Suez crises. Baba had advised me to. | 


postpone my coming until the following March. I arrived in Karachi on 
March. 14th and the Bombay plane departed the following morning. On 


the plane to Bombay, a very efficient and athletic young man showed us the | 


4 


ay) me. ee le ees 


= = 


use of a parachute, and how we should jump off if the occasion arose. 
He pointed out that the pulling of a string opened the parachute, but 
that if it failed. you could easily inflate it as you fell! This idea tickled me 
enormously and reminded me of the story of the man falling from the sky- 
scraper in New York who said, “Now for the bump,” as he came to the 
last story! I felt that even Baba lovers would find this difficult and that 
in such circumstances, they would prefer to drop the physical body and 
remain in Baba without it! 


At Pombay Airport, I was met by Meherji Karkaria in a beautiful Chev- 
rolet car. He greeted me with much cordiality, mingled with deep relief, 
after receiving the short cable which I had asked Olla, my wife, to send 
from Copenhagen, giving time of arrival, and sending love to Baba. He 
told me how Gabriel Pascal kept putting off his trip to India from the 
U.S.A. so that in the end he came to Baba without his physical body. 


Next morning, Meherji called for me at an early hour, so that we could 
avoid the heat and traffic of the journey to Poona, then via Ahmednagar, to 
Pimpalgaon. 

Meherji’s bungalow in Poona was cool, furnished with great taste and 
wholly delightful. His wife, a fine cook, had prepared a sumptuous repast, 
but he, fearing that Indian food might upset me, took me to a restaurant 
where good European food was served. From Bombay to Poona was about 
115 miles, then on to Ahmednagar 75 miles more, and the final 9 miles 
brought us to the Ashram of Pimpalgaon. We got to Pimpalgaon by 2:30 
p.m., half an hour before the time promised to Baba. The 200 miles had been 
covered at the astonishing average speed of 45 m.p.h., my fastest ever, and 
on the much despised Indian roads! 


Impressions of Meherazad, the Pimpalgaon Ashram 


The compound of the Pimpalgaon estate covers some five acres and forms 
a veritable oasis, which is an earthly paradise of beauty and color. Within 
the area of the one-storied building, in which Baba lives, also surrounding 
the small bungalow in front where some of the ladies of the household have 
their quarters, there are flower beds artistically laid out, with trees, tropical 
shrubs, hedges, borders and innumerable pots of plants. This can all the 
more be appreciated by one whose permanent residence for 14 years has 
been among islands of basalt rock, with lofty peaks rising unrelieved from 
the fjords; and mountains 3000 feet high, mighty in their majesty. 
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Parallel to the north stone wall and close to it, are the huts of the mandali, 
also the structure taken from the hill where Baba spent an historical seclu- 
sion, and the famous bus in which so many miles of Indian territory had 
been traversed on missions of love and compassion. All live in the acme 
of simplicity, sleeping on stone floors, with a frugal diet of tea and bread, 


morning and afternoon, apart from the mid-day meal of rice and vegetables. 


By day intense but quiet activity continues from dawn to sunset, and at 
night peace of such profundity prevails that it passes all understanding, 
broken occasionally by the garrulous screech of owlets. The dawn is her- 


alded by the cooing of doves, and a variety of other birds, warbling their - 


native woodnotes wild. 


Shortly after my arrival on the 16th of March, Baba graciously received 


me, warmly solicitous of my welfare and making me feel completely at — 


home. It was explained that my first duty was to record my impressions of 


the Sakori and Poona Darshans. From the start, I felt myself a member of | 


the family, was given a lofty airy room with comfortable bed, on Baba’s 
instruction, tended hand and foot and given ample meals of variety and 
delicacy. 


There were many letters to be written that day and the next, but suffi- 
cient time to meet all the mandali, whose warmth of welcome from the out- 
set made me feel one of them, a privilege greatly prized. Among them was 
Dr. Donkin, whos monumental work, “The Wayfarers,” I have read. The 


day is soon coming when even the prejudiced leaders of religious orthodoxy |4 


will have to acknowledge that the ministry of Baba, even the part so faith- 
fully recorded in ‘this book alone, has never been surpassed in recorded 
Listory. 

Baba Gives Darshan at Sakori. March 18, 1957 


A knock on the door at 5:30 in the morning, and all my sanskaras cata- 


pulted forth, making me conscious once more of the gross universe. In- _ 


evitably, I was reminded of Fitzgerald’s translation of the Rubai’yat of 


Omar Kayyam, a mystic poet sadly misunderstood by most Western read- | 


ers, despite the excellence of the translation. “A loaf of bread, a flask of 
wine and Thou, and wilderness is Paradise enow.’’ How few in the West 


realize that “Thou” is the Beloved God of the poem, and the “wine” the | 
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intoxication of Divine Love! So many regard God as a cosmic dictator, 
sternly judging all sinners, not as the apotheosis of unconditional Divine 
Love. 


These lines, however, are crystal clear to any visitor to India: 


“Awake! for morning in the bowl of night 
Has flung the stone that puts the stars to flight; 
And Lo! The hunter of the East has caught 
The Sultan’s turret in a noose of light.” 


My most vivid and happy recollections of India, during a tour of service 
there from October, 1922, until January 1927, are of long marches during 
the cold weather with a horsed Battery, the early start, the mid-day camp, 
the evening stroll with a gun, and a hot meal under the spreading branches 
of a great tree. 


The morning brought back all these memories, and the more so because 
Baba’s operations, small or large, are planned with the utmost attention to 
detail, and implemented with military precision. The distribution and tasks 
of the mandali, the allocation of transport, the timing of the various vehicles 
used, are all worked out carefully in advance, and the mandali responsible 
for carrying them out are just as tense and anxious as staff officers, de- 
voutly praying that their operation instructions will not produce chaos 
and bring down on their luckless heads the wrath of the General they 
serve! 


I can honestly say that a greater degree of punctuality was observed 


_ throughout this strenuous day, than during the movements of our Battery 
‘on the march in 1925, when the Commander was sometimes distressed by 


a lag of many minutes in breaking camp in the morning! 


I was in the first car with Gustadji, who sat in front with the driver, 
Kishan Singh, and K. N. Nigham, from Hamipur District, sat behind with 
me. One of the tasks ] have set myself is to learn the names of all the differ- 
ent disciples, with their unfamiliar sounds, but the euphony of Kishan 
Singh, in its joyous association with love and music, made it easy and it was 
the first I mastered. 


Kishan Singh had retired prematurely from the Army Accounts Depart- 
ment of India, the better to serve Baba; and he has a fund of anecdotes about 
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Him, interspersed with much wisdom and humour. He explained among 
many other things, in clear and forcible English, Baba’s Declaration. Clari- 
fication, and final Decision, familiar to all Baba followers. The proud — 
owner of a motor car, it was his life’s ambition to drive Baba in it; and 
when Baba visited his home near Dehra Dun, Kishan was much disappointed _ 
when Baba went in another car. Baba, however, ever considerate of all and 
the “‘slave of His lovers,” as He says, finally said they would all be killed, — 
but agreed to go! As, however, Kishan’s driving was considered a menace to 
all, it was decided that a man should run by the side of the car to take 
over the wheel when necessary, to the astonishment of the onlookers who, 
from my own experience are not easily surprised. For example, on the day 
Meherji and I came from Bombay on the 16th of March, which is an Indian 
festival called “Holi,” spent in rejoicing. Bands of Indians color their 
clothes, paint their faces and greet all with good humor. While approaching 
Poona, a number of them, in high spirits and with much friendliness, — 
stopped the car and greeted us. One put his hand over my face and I guess 
some color had gone on it. While walking about Poona Station, waiting for 
_Meherji, who was booking seats for the ladies, my appearance excited no — 
interest; but on looking at myself in a mirror at Meherji’s house, I discovered | 
that the whole of my face was painted vermillion and blue, to the huge | 
joy of all, including myself as the paint came off with ease with a little 


water. 


Gustadji, who has kept silence for the past 30 years along with his Master, _ 
radiates happiness and peace. Despite the absence of any teeth, his face is | 
round and youthful, and he can eat anything! His presence is a blessing, — 
and when later in the week, I drove my own car, he was to sit beside me, 
and I asked if he would show me the way. In his own ingenious alphabet, 
made with the fingers, he replied: ““As soon as I am God-realized, I will | 
show you the way!” 


The drive to Sakori took nearly two hours, but the time passed so quickly _ 
with such good company that I hardly noticed the route, and we suddenly | 
found ourselves in the village itself, just outside the Ashram of Upasni 
Maharaj, one of the five Sadgurus or Perfect Masters who helped unveil 
Baba as the Avatar. When Upasni dropped the physical body in 1942, | 
Godavri Mai, the chosen woman disciple, took charge of the Ashram and 
the training of the Ashram kanyas or virgin girl renunciates for the spiritual _ 


path. She is encouraged in the task Maharaj entrusted to her by these 
darshan visits of Baba to the Ashram at her loving invitation. 


We had arrived about 8:30, and preparations were now made to greet 
Baba in His car, expected shortly before 9 a.m. Sakori is a tiny village of less 
than a hundred souls, and I had imagined that the darshan would be for 
close devotees and villagers. I was amazed to find a big crowd collecting 
apparently from nowhere, with a brass band, guards of honor, and a white 
steed, symbolic in meaning, marshalled in readiness to meet Him. 


With shouts of “Avatar Meher Baba &j jai!” and music which would 
have done credit to any town band in England, hundreds now crowded 
around Baba’s car, headed by the band. At walking speed, the procession 
entered the gates of the Ashram. Particularly impressive to me were the 
long, finely chased silver sticks, swelling up to head height, reminiscent of 
the “rods” used in British Parliamentary ceremonial. The white charger 
was caparisoned with trappings of beauty and dignity, and I only wished 
that I had the opportunity of studying these and the silver sticks more 
closely. 


Now, however, the crowds were swelling rapidly and events crowded 
thick and fast. Inside the Ashram compound is the great banyan tree under 
which Upasni Maharaj sat for many years, and just opposite, a huge awning 
on poles with bamboo railings had been erected. Baba’s puja was first per- 
formed near the Ashram temple by the high priest, and then at the Ashram 
entrance by Godavri Mai and the kanyas, who took Baba’s darshan and 
garlanded Him. After that, Baba was firmly ensconced on a cushioned chair 
on the dais in the enclosure. 


The cries of “Avatar Meher Baba ki jai” (Hail Meher Baba, the Christ) 
increased in volume and strength, and it was not until later that I recalled 
the words of Jesus when He entered Jerusalem riding on an ass: “Verily I 
say unto you, if these had kept their peace, the very stones would have cried 
out.” 


The hall formed by the awning and rails was now full to overflowing and 
crowds stood without. Kishan Singh, who was my guide, well versed in 
making his way through large and unruly crowds, forced an entrance for 
me, and a few yards behind and to the right of Baba, I was able to sit down 
on the ground. The giving of prasad by Baba had now started, to the 
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accompaniment of Hindu music and chanting. The rhythmic beat of muf- 
fled drums was far more effective for this purpose than any Western music, 
and with its quarter tones, mantramistic in its impact on the warm and 
inflammable Indian hearts. 


A few moments after I had sat on the ground, I moved my legs in the 
awkward way of Europeans, who try as they will, cannot easily assume the 
lotus position or similar ones—when Baba, with that astonishing sensitivity 
of consciousness, which never fails to mystify us ordinary mortals, and in 
the midst of receiving homage and presenting prasad, directed that I should 
be given a chair especially arranged for that purpose. Here I sat in great 
comfort for the rest of the proceedings, which lasted until shortly after 
midday. 


This omniscience of the Avatar—and all Perfect Masters—is so baffling 
to the uninstructed, that I cannot resist giving two more examples, ‘told 
to me by Ramjoo, whose fund of reminiscences, after 35 years with Baba, 
is prodigious. 


Baba’s disciples are taught to always keep their attention concentrated 
on Baba during darshan, unless detailed for other duties. On one occasion 
at a darshan, where tens of thousands were present, a disciple was joking 
with another devotee, who gently remonstrated with him. They were a | 
long way from Baba and the disciple replied that Baba was far too busy to © 
notice what he was doing. In a flash, Baba turned to him and wagged a 
reproving finger in his direction! 


Another close disciple, Parmeshwar Dayal Nigam, has recently returned 
from a trip all round India, during which he has brought, through his great 
love for Baba, many to Him. Baba twice told him He was with him all the 
time. Asked by Baba recently to give a full account of his missionary jour- 
neys, the disciple related how, on one occasion, he was discredited and turned 
out of a Hindu temple. Baba listened with keen interest to the recital and 
then asked whether there had been any tigers or snakes near by. The disciple 
at once recalled that at this moment of misfortune, a snake had also menac- 
ingly approached him, and he expressed regret for forgetting the incident! 


The well-organized crowds now filed past Baba, hour after hour. Baba, 
heavily handicapped by damaged leg and muscles wasted by lack of use, | 
heroically presented the much-prized gifts to devotees, who in some cases — 
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had come no Icss than 900 miles to see Him. He radiated joy and bliss so 
great that many wept unashamedly and tears came to our own eyes con- 
tinually. Loving disciples mopped sweat from His brow, and skilled hands 
massaged His legs, as it is still impossible for Him to stand unaided. 


By midday more than two thousand had received prasad and there was 
still a queue of eager devotees. Rich and poor, young and old, learned and 
unschooled, all went to Him with barriers broken down and love in their 
hearts, such love as very few in the West can even dimly imagine. 


Baba rctained His unfailing sense of humor throughout, playfully 
throwing bells of fruit to distant devotees for them to catch, and tenderly 
patting the paunch of a devotee, whose future was a little too much in 
front! One mother placed her naked baby on Baba’s lap, and the joy of all at 
this beauteous sight was beyond words. 


At the start, Baba sent a brief message over the mike, translated into other 
tongucs, and this is given below: 

“I am happy to have come today to Sakori, the seat of my Guru, Upasni 
Maharaj. Maharaj was Perfection personified. I am also very happy to be 
with my ‘mother’ who is sitting by my side. I, being Krishna, call her 
Yashoda.* In purity of heart she has no equal in the world.” 


After Arti had been performed and the darshan started, Baba later gave 
out these two additional messages: 

“All that you see is nothing but Illusion. Even your seeing Baba sitting 
here with you, giving you darshan and addressing you, is nothing but illu- 
sion, and there can be no compromise in it. One who loses his all for this 


_ Cause can reach the depth of the unfathomable Ocean of Reality.” 


Later Baba said: 

“In the recent car accident I and some of my dear ones received serious 
injuries. The injury in my hip-joint made me remain confined to bed, but 
through the love of all of you, the progress attained by me has been much 
more than could be expected within the time taken, and I feel that in fifteen 
days I will be able to walk freely and independently.” 


The Telegu translation of these messages was given in a masterly way by 


_ T. S. Kutumba Sastri, from West Godaveri District, Andhra State. Just 


before Baba arrived, a doctor, leading the contingent of 72 from this State, 


* Yashoda was the mother of Krishna. 
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introduced me to devotees from every walk of life. The warmth of their | 
greeting was overwhelming and the great love for Baba was constantly — 
flowing through us to Him. J later had a long talk with Mr. Sastri, who was — 
interested in my membership, since 1948, in the Self-Realization Fellow- — 
ship, founded in 1920 by Paramhamsa Yogananda in the U. S. He asked _ 


me for a copy of their bi-monthly magazine. 


Many gifts of fruits and sweets were presented to Baba, and garlands 


of every shape and kind, including those skillfully worked in silver and 
gold thread, of much beauty. In an interval, moving Hindu chants were 


sung, and one doughty man from Andhra danced the dance of his State _ 


with éclat, deep emotion and some humour. His huge castanets of silver 
made a merry accompaniment in the Spanish style, but Argentina, the 


famous Spanish dancer, would have needed special training to wield them ~ 


with his skill! 


Baba had been invited to take midday refreshment with Godavrai Mai 


and then give darshan to others—also to help some who had suffered great © 


_tribulation or had personal problems to solve. 


Kishan Singh took me to the house thoughtfully placed at our disposal _ 
and there we had a pleasant meal of fruit, vegetables and some Indian — 


dishes, which both of us much enjoyed. It was delightfully cool and we 
felt little fatigue from the heat. 


On a slate in the Ashram, a time-table had been chalked up, showing 
time of arrival and other events, with 3 p.m. as the time of departure. 
Having rested awhile, we went back to the awning to find that Baba was 
now to give further darshan in the Ashram, round which we were shown 
by one who had been a disciple of Upasni Maharaj and one of those present 


at the time he dropped the body. Some years later rich devotees of Upasni 


Maharaj had built the present handsome buildings of the Ashram, also the _ 
temple. The architecture and decoration of all the buildings is on a hight 


level of artistry. | 


i 

The biography of Upasni Maharaj was on sale in English, and when I. 
showed interest in it, a copy was presented to me, which I shall study with 
deep interest at the first opportunity. The shrine of Upasni Maharaj is lovely,,, 
and over it is the cane hut where Baba spent many months during His un- 
veiling. We also saw the wooden hut where Upasni Maharaj dropped the: 
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body and finally I was shown the temple to the Monkey God near the en- 


trance, also of impressive design. 


Of great beauty and interest also, was the large painting of the five 
Sadgurus living at the time of Baba’s unveiling. Baba’s picture is in the 
middle and there are shown also a temple, a mosque, a fire torch, and the 
cross, to symbolize the Hindu, Moslem, Zoroastrian and Christian religions. 
It may be of interest here to give the names of these five Perfect Masters: 
Sai Baba, a Moslem from Sherdi; Upasni Mtharaj, a Hindu from Sakori; 
Hazrat Babajan. a Moslem from Poona; Narayan Maharaj, a Hindu from 
Kedgaon, and Tajuddin Baba, a Moslem from Nagpur. 


Meanwhile, the press of those who ardently desired to see Baba did not 
lessen. and Baba, in His great compassion, put forward the time of depar- 
ture one hour. Meherji had told me I must connect with the 6 p.m. bus 
from Ahmednagar to Poona, so as to reach Bombay the following morning 
by train, and there, if it was humanly possible, to clear my car for which 
demurrage had been mounting ever since the last day of December. 


Baba entered the Chevrolet car a few minutes before 4 p.m., and just as 
I was wondering how I would get my bus, Kishan Singh made way for me 
to get in front with Jal Irani, brother to Baba, who had graciously given this 
permission. The car moved slowly forward on the stroke of 4 p.m., amid the 
plaudits of many hundreds who still remained. Baba, though wearied by 
His great exertions, showed that He was not only God but simultaneously 
man, a mystery that few can understand. 


During the journey, Baba, in the most friendly way, through His dis- 
ciples, discussed my previous visit to India in 1922, a common interest in 
cricket. tennis in Egypt, and finally the Test Match Series in South Africa! 
Yet in the same breath, Baba assured us all that He was the Ancient One; 
just as Jesus said, “I and My Father are One,” and again, ‘““He that seeth 
Me, seeth Him that sent Me.” But what shocked the orthodox Jews of His 
time more than anything was: “Before Abraham was, I am.” 


In this way, time passed quickly and at 5:40 p.m., we arrived back at 
Pimpalgaon Ashram, where after a quick wash, Meherji took me in his 
car to Ahmednagar, where he was just in time to find me the last seat in 
the final bus to Poona! 


1h} 


Continuing ... 
JOURNEY OF THE HEART By Filis Frederick 


Monday, July 23rd, New York City 


At around 9 ‘a.m. Baba called a few of us to His room. He said He had 
been locked up for months in seclusion and now we have kept Him locked 
up in the hotel and He would like to go out! Someone suggested a sight- — 
seeing tour of New York and Baba agreed, inviting all those present to 
go along, plus a few more only, as the bus was not large enough. Actually 
this turned out to be our happiest bus ride on the whole tour, because it was 
the only one when we had Baba with us. Baba reminded us all to be at the ~ 
hotel early the following morning for the ride to the airport. 


The interviews began again for the third day. We had the large reception — 
hall again, which was fortunate as this was the most crowded day of all. - 
(About 700 people all told saw Baba in New York.) As usual, some had 
brought Him gifts, such as flowers, clothes they had made for Him, candy 
and sweets. Two women brought Him small sculpturés they ‘had made of 

‘Him. Another woman brought Baba a baby chinchilla in a box, and Baba, 
blessing it, said it would incarnate as a human being in its next life for 
having come to Him. Another girl brought Baba a sick robin. A boy | 
brought Him a large oil portrait he had painted of Baba. Baba held it in 
His hands and blessed it; later He took it to His room. 


Around 11 o’clock we were all called into Baba’s interview room. Camera-__ 
men from NBC-TV were going to take a short film of Baba. We weret | 
getting used to it now and quickly formed a semi-circle about Baba’s divan, 
seated on the floor. A few newcomers Ssppcd up to Baba and had their | 
interview before us all. Don read the message “Deathless Living” in which | 
the Master tells us: | 


“Life is a positive manifestation of the True Existence which negative 
death cannot extinguish. To end the ceaseless succession of lives and deaths, 4 
death itself has to be annihilated in life.” 


Baba then went on to “say,” using His own gesture language as inter— 
preted by Eruch, squatting Indian-fashion beside Baba: 
“It is the birthright of every human being to be happy, but most feel 
miserable. It is due to the load of sansakaras or impressions gatherecl| 
throughout evolution. In our evolution through all the forms, stone, worm, 
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bird, fish, etc., we gather impressions. Once human consciousness is gained, 
then there is full consciousness. After that, it is only a question of direct- 
ing one’s attention (to) the ‘I,’ in order to become free. 


“Everyone can be happy, but some feel happy and some feel miserable. 
Those who constantly want something will never feel happy. Misery is 
bound to accompany wanting. Those who never want for themselves but 
for others. they can feel happy. Why? Because they want others to feel 
happy. God, Who is in everything, and everyone, is deaf to formal rituals, 
ceremonies, piayers, in mosques, churches, temples; but He hears the voice 
of the heart. When you help others, God knows instantly and is pleased. No 
amount of prayer or meditation can do what helping others can do. 


“The main thing that counts is love for Me. How will you love Me? By 
loving God as well as loving others. If you make others happy, God pays 
heed. Do you follow? 


“I have been telling the same message throughout the ages, that all are 
One. We are all One and all of you love Me. 


“J am in everything and everything is in Me. In India, I bow down to 
the lepers, the poor, the lame. Why do I bow down? Because I am One with 
everything. God is in everyone.” 


“Age after age I have been bringing the same message, but mankind does 
not listen. Christ was crucified; otherwise humanity would not have listened 


to Him.” 


Bringing His forefinger down over his forehead with His characteristic 
gesture, Baba ended, “I am the Ancient One.’ We do not know how 
NBC-TV reported Baba’s statement, but the newsreel went out over the 
network late that night. None of us saw it. 


Baba then left us to go into the smaller room next door for a press con- 
ference with representatives of the New York papers. There were a dozen 
or so reporters assembled. 


After Mr. Carvalho introduced Ivy Duce to the press as head of Sufism 
Re-Oriented and co-editor of “God Speaks” and she briefed them on Baba’s 
life and background, Baba entered the room. Eruch interpreted Baba’s 
welcome: 
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“IT am very happy to see you all. While I was giving the interviews a few 
minutes ago, this gentleman asked Me, ‘Baba, what is your title?” Do you 
remember?” 


The reporter replied, ‘Yes, I do.” 


Eruch continued: “Baba told me to tell him that in India the Indians 
call Baba “Avatar,” which means God in human form, God descending in 
human form. Baba says, ‘I say to everyone, you are all avatars. Why? Be- 
cause God is in all. I and you are one. That is what I say to all. In India, 
when I go to different places to give darshan—that is, when the people 
come to see Me and bow down to Me—then I bow down to them, to the 
children, to the aged, to the lepers . . . to make them understand that the 


only reality is God. Every individual should be happy, but they are not. © 


Why? It is due to ignorance. They do not understand that God resides in 
all, that God knows everything. If they would just resign to the will of 
God, they would be happy, because they would know how to feel happy. 
One should not think of self; one should think of others, and try to make 
‘others happy. Then there will not be any strife. All would be happy, every- 
thing would be harmonious. 


“Yesterday Baba gave out this message: ‘God, Who is all Power, all 
Wisdom, all Love, all Mercy and all Bliss, resides in us all. There also reside 
in us all the apparently opposite aspects of these infinite qualities, like help- 


lessness, ignorance, lust, cruelty, and suffering. He who desires God devel- | 


ops compassion, selflessness, and self-denying renunciation. He who runs 
after transitory shadow-objects of desire, cultivates selfishness, greed and 
hatred. The former bring peace on earth; the latter bring wars and destruc- 
tion. Give up low desires and unnecessary cravings, and you will experience 


>» 


heaven on earth.’. 


Another reporter asked: ‘“We have here many excerpts of messages con- 


cerning your Silence. Is there any one statement that is more significant 


than the other?” 


Baba replied: “There is one. When I break My Silence, the world willl 


come to know that I am the One whom they were waiting for.” 
Reporter: “What inspired your Silence?” 


Baba: ‘To make the world know Me after breaking My Silence.” 
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Reporter: “Under what circumstances did you become silent? Did you 
have a vision of some kind, or a message?” 


Baba: ‘““My Knowledge. I do not have to think about this, I know it. When 
I first began Silence, I knéw that when I broke Silence, the world would 
know Me, and so I began.” 


Eruch continued, “Do you follow what Baba says? It is important, Baba 
says.” 


Reporter. “Yes, thank you. It is known that many people who are not 
articulate over a number of years lose their power of speech. Are you con- 
fident that you will be able to speak when the time comes?” 


Eruch interpreted Baba’s gestured answer: ‘““One hundred per cent!” 
Adi added: “Positively!” 


Another reporter queried, ““How can you be sure?” 
Again, Baba replied, “Because I know.” 


As the reporters began to talk among themselves, Mr. Carvalho inter- 
jected a comment on how Eruch recited the alphabet until Baba indicated 
by a sign the first letter of the word He wished; if necessary, spelling out 
the word until Eruch caught on, 


Baba continued: ‘““When I began My Silence, I also gave up writing. I 
gave up reading. Then I began to use an alphabet board. When people came 
near Me, I used to explain to them on the alphabet board. I used to give 
My messages to thousands at one time in this way. People came to Me by 
the thousands and tens of thousands. They would sit in silence to hear My 
message that I would dictate on the board. Very recently I have given up 
even the use of My alphabet board, and I try to express what I wish through 
My gestures.” 


Eruch continued: “When I cannot grasp what Baba wants me to say, 
then He makes a sign, and I stop and repeat A, B,C, D,...” 


Baba continued: “I am happy to see you all.” 


The same reporter asked, ““May I have another question? Do you recom- 
mend non-speech to others who wish to achieve what you’re achieving?” 


Baba gestured, ““No!” 
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The reporter continued: ““You do not. Have you heard of an American — 
evangelist by the name of Billy Graham? Have you met and spoken with | 
him?” 


Baba again gestured, ‘“‘No.” 

Reporter: “Have you heard of his work?” 
Baba said, “I know.” 
Reporter: “Can you tell us what you think of his work?” | i] 


Baba replied, “Any work done in the name of God or Lord Jesus is a good 
work. But it must be done sincerely, honestly, without taking any pride in | 


it, without wanting to profit through it.” 
. | 
At this point Baba seemed anxious to leave, and indicated people were ;| 
waiting for Him inside. The reporter asked one more question, whether _ 
Baba would break His silence of thirty-one years during His present trip to © 


the United States. Baba replied: 


“No, no. When I was in India, I decided to go into seclusion for one year. 
I had this news circulated to all My lovers. This trip is an interval of one 
month in My seclusion. When I return to India, I will resume My seclu- 
sion. There are five more months until it is completed. After My seclusion, — 
whenever J think fit, I shall break My silence.” 


Reporter: “But not in this country?” 
Baba: “No.” 
Reporter: “Is he India’s present Mahatma Ghandi?” 


Baba replied: “I a m not concetned with politics. Ghandaji was a good 
soul. He loved Me very much. Adi Irani will tell you the details about this. 


It is a question that has been asked repeatedly and he knows My answer. 
The fact is that Ghandi loved Me rey much, He met Me three times. Mr. _ 
Irani will give you the whole account.’ 


Baba wished to end the conference at this point and some of the re- 
porters remonstrated. One asked if there were any truth in the reincarna-__ 
tion theory as mentioned in “Bridey Murphy.” Baba indicated that the — 
reporter might find the answer to that question in His book, “God Speaks,” 
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saying it gave every detail about the evolution of consciousness, reincarna- 
tion, the involution of consciousness, and then the final experience of 
Union with God. 


As a parting question, a reporter asked how many followers Baba had all 
over the world. Eruch replied that they never counted Baba’s followers, but 
that in India, especially in Andhra State in the South, practically every 
household knows Baba and loves Baba and even the children there sing songs 
in praise of Baba. It was impossible to give any definite number of followers. 


Baba gestured: “How can one say any definite number of followers? Can 
you tell Me the number of hairs on My head?” 


He then made His exit. 


The reporters stayed to question some of the Mandali and Mrs. Duce, and 
Elizabeth; but did not return to the subject of Ghandaji. 


» Sie aly 


At 12:30 we adjourned for a quick lunch. At 2:30 the hall before the 
elevators was jammed with people waiting for Baba’s descent. Each time 
the elevator doors opened and someone came out a sigh of disappointment 
went up from the crowd. Many who had met Him in the morning lingered 
for one more glimpse. At last Baba made His appearance and every one 
pressed closer for a better view. Baba threaded His way through the throngs 
smiling with pleasure at the sight of so many eager faces. All afternoon, He 
greeted the newcomers or those who had already met Him, one by one. 
Those who had the privilege of introducing people to Baba witnessed many 
affecting scenes of love and devotion. Among all the hundreds of people 
who met Baba in New York, only two or three showed any negative reac- 
tion. The divine “Fisherman” was irresistible and caught many souls in His 
invisible net of Love. Many stood about after their interview unable to 
leave. Some had tears running down their cheeks, or stood lost in thought. 
Others eagerly shared with neighbors their feelings and impressions. Some 
bought books or sat about reading the pamphlets given out about Baba. At 
4 p.m. Baba came out in the hall again to go upstairs. The elevator was de- 
layed, and making the most of the opportunity, a number of children got 
close to Baba and took hold of Him. He played with them, teased and 
patted their little faces in His own loving fashion. Finally, waving goodbye 
to all (many of whom would not see Him again on this trip), He stepped 
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into the elevator and the doors closed upon Him and the four mandali. 


At 5 p.m., those going on the special sightseeing tour were gathered in 
the lobby, together with many onlookers again hoping to get a last glimpse 
of Baba. Baba came down, Eruch following on His heels with the inevitable 
black folded umbrella and Baba’s red wool Paisley scarf folded over his 
arm. Baba got in the bus, a glass-topped affair, and some one called out our 
names. There were one or two leftover seats, so a few lucky bystanders came 
along on the ride. Besides the driver, there was a “guide,” with a well- 
rehearsd spiel, which, however, never caught our full attention! 


It was sunny and hot and our first stop was the UN building on East 
46th Street. We all noticed that Baba’s fingers began to “work” vigor- 
ously, as they did throughout the whole bus trip. He held a piece of tinfoil 
between His fingers all during the ride. Someone asked Adi later in Myrtle 
Beach what these peculiar motions of Baba’s fingers (and sometimes His 
feet) mean; and Adi replied, that they are not a definite system of signals 
but the reaction, so to speak, or bodily reflection, of Baba’s working on the 
inner planes. A Master can, of course, and does, work on more than one plane 
at once, and the physical side of that working which we see is the merest 
shadow of His “real work.” At such times, when His fingers tap as if on an 
invisible ‘‘wircless,” He may be, for example, communicating with His 
spiritual agents throughout the world or stationed on inner planes. 


From the UN building we drove up Third Avenue and over to Fifth, 
where the sightseeing guide, bidding desperately for our attention, pointed 
out the “Millionaire’s Row”’ of fabulous homes. When he pointed out the 
home of Serge Rubinstein, the murdered financier, we noted Baba turned 
His face away with a look of suffering. He ordered the driver to take us 
across Central Park and down the West Side Highway to see the great ocean 
liners at their piers. The driver replied no buses were usually allowed on 
the highway, but cheerily complied. Baba again “worked” as we drove by 
the huge docks. One young woman, noticing that the sun beat down 
through the glass roof onto Baba’s head, whispered to her companion that 
the sun was annoying Baba. Baba, who could not physically have heard 
her, immediately caught her attention and signalled that it did not bother 
Him. Nevertheless, Adi held out Baba’s red scarf over His head for the 
rest of the trip, Baba did not seem to look up or notice any of the buildings 
or sights, but seemed deeply absorbed, seemingly content to be with us, 
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“His children” and to give us His wondrous smile now and again and to 
urge us to eat the sweets which were passed around. His fingers again worked 
rapidly as we stalled in Times Square traffic. A policeman felicitously let 
the bus turn Icft on a red light and we were home. again at the Delmonico. 


At 7 p.m. the same evening, Baba called a brief meeting of the Meher 
Baba Hospitality Committee in His room. Marion Florsheim read her finan- 
cial report and asked Baba what He wished done with the small balance. 
Baba said that during His seclusion, he did not accept money or give money. 
Marion then asked about the welfare of the women mandali, should Baba 
drop His body. 


He replied that He may drop His body during His next five months of 
seclusion but not to worry about His dropping the body, but to worry 
about loving Him. He added that everything He has said in His Declara- 
tion would come to pass just as He said. Dr. Deshmukh, He told us, once 
was weeping over His coming humiliation, and Baba said, ‘““Why do you 
always think about My humiliation, and not about My glorification?” 


Baba finished: ‘““You must be happy. You have just had a bus ride with 
Me. I am the Center of the Universes’? (here He emphasized the ‘‘s” and 
made a dot and circle in His left palm with His forefinger). “While I was 
with you on the bus I was working everywhere. You have no idea how I 
suffer. Everything in the universe comes to Me. At the same time I feel 


bliss. Christ suffered humanly on the cross but His bliss was unbroken.” 


He hinted that after He stepped out of His year’s seclusion (on February 
15, 1957) He would have a big mass darshan at Bombay and then call a big 
meeting. He would call some of the Western women as well as men... 
| “Every one in this room.” He then turned and asked several of them if 
_ they would go if He called them. All gave an eager and positive response. 
He then added, “If some of you, after you do your best, cannot make it, 
don’t worry!”—making His characteristic gesture of “not worrying”— 
bringing His right hand high above His head and letting it fall. He again 
told us not to worry on the forthcoming trip but be happy to have His 
“sahavas” or divine company and not to think of His dropping the body. 
He said when we got to San Francisco He would give instructions about the 
balance in the Fund. After each of us had received a warm embrace, we left. 
Early the next morning the party of 44 who were making the complete 
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American tour with Baba were to meet at the Hotel Delmonico for the trip 
to Newark Airport. Our next “sahavas” stop was Meher-Center-on-the- 
Lakes at Myrtle Beach, South Carolina. 


Tuesday, July 24th 


We awoke at 5:30 toa light drizzle of rain and were at the Hotel D-l- 
monico by 6:45 with our luggage. The two buses waitinz to take us to 
Newark Airport were almost full. Fred Winterfeldt checked off cach one of 
those who were going on tour with Baba across America—44 in all. includ- 
ing Baba and the four mandali. Mr. and Mrs. Knotts, who had made all our 
travel arrangements, were there to see us off and pinned an Hawaiian orchid 
on each of the women. . 


Baba appeared, dressed in cotton trousers and red wool jacket, with His 
bare feet thrust into leather sandals. It was now 7 a.m. Our heads were 
counted once again and one girl, S., was found to be missing. A hurried call 
to her hotel produced only a switchboard message, ‘Do not disturb!” When 
Baba was informed of this, He ordered those of us in the second bus to wait 
for her until 7:20 and then leave, and the first bus went on with Him. 


We waited anxiously until 7:15 and still there was no sign or message 
from S,, so we left. At the airport, Baba was seated on a bench surrounded 
by the others. As soon as He learned our companion was still missing, He 
called several persons over to discover the reason for her absence, unerringly 
picking those who had some knowledge of the affair. It turned out she and 
another girl, B., had had a disagrecment the day before when ushering 
people in to see the Master. B. had thought little of it, but S. was disturbed 
enough to decide not to accompany us. Baba, reprimanding us for not hay- 
ing informed Him previous to this, immediately had B. send S. a telegram 
containing His message that she should follow us at once to Myrtle Beach 
by the next plane, 


Several strangers approached Baba in the airport and asked to be intro- 
duced, including a local politician. Wearing a garland of lavender orchids 
from the Knotts, Baba was the first to board the plane, which was com- 
pletely filled with Baba-lovers, except for one woman passenger. At 8 a.m. 
exactly, we took off into a clouded sky with our beloved Avatar in our 
midst. Undoubtedly we were living through a unique experience—flying 
thousands of feet above the earth with the radiant and loving spiritual 
“Sun” of the world by our side. 
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Almost as soon as we were airborne, Baba left His seat by Eruch and 
greeted each and every one of us individually with a loving pat or smile. 
He was gay and in a light-hearted mood and so were we. He began His favor- 
ite “‘pastime,”’ tossing us sweets—tiny white peppermints. The stranger 
among us, intrigued, inquired about Baba’s identity, as did the stewardess, 
and Don Stevens gave her a Baba pamphlet. By some mix-up, our plane was 
not the first-class one for which we had reservations, and the advertised 
breakfast turned out to be a stale bun and coffee, but it was all part of 
‘the fun. ; 


After Richmond, Va., the weather cleared and we arrived at Wilmington, 
N. C., in blinding Southern sunlight, to be greeted by the rest of our party, 
whose plane was first class and had arrived first. Baba and several others left 
in the station wagon for Myrtle Beach, driven by Harry Hartshorne, Eliza- 
beth’s nephew, who had come on from Wisconsin for Baba’s stay at Meher 
Center. A soft-spoken Southerner questioned us about Baba; on learning 
He was a spiritual leader, offered to drive some of us to Myrtle Beach. Dr. 
Hayman and Dr. Harry Kenmore, the blind doctor who was one of our 
party, took advantage of his kind offer. The Delavignes took Elizabeth Pat- 
terson and others with them, and the rest of us entered the air-conditioned 
chartered bus for the hour’s drive to Myrtle Beach through the flat coastal 
Carolina landscape. 


On the bus, someone told us that at the airport, when a young man was 
introduced to Him as a farmer, Baba said, “I am a farmer, too. I till the 
Universe.” 


Baba’s car entered the Meher Center from the Briarcliffe entrance. At 
the gate to greet Him were Kitty Davy, who had spent twenty years in 
| India with the Master but the last four years at Myrtle Beach; Frank Eaton, 
caretaker of the Center; as well as the De Longs, Troebels, and others from 
Florida. Baba raised His right hand, and with a beaming smile, returned 
the welcome of the little group. He beckoned Kitty into His car and they 
were driven on to Baba’s house on the bluff overlooking Long Lake. The 
other cars and the bus following behind continued down the highway and 
entered at the main gate. 


Baba stepped on to the porch and gave-a quick glance to the right at the 
vista of lake and ocean beyond glimmering through the tall trees, and to 
the left at the new porch swing put out for Him, and then walked into the 
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main living room of the house, built in 1952 according to specifications 
Baba had outlined previously in India. All present followed Him inside. | 
What were His thoughts? None could tell, but Kitty said she felt that Baba 

seemed to feel ‘‘at home.”’ She said that the long four years’ absence seemed — 
to vanish completely for her, and she found Baba looking as always, radiant _ 
and full of vitality. She left to get His lunch ready at the Guest House — 
some distance away. 


Soon the cream-colored Plymouth with Baba and His party drove up to 
the gates of the Guest House, on which side we were staying. Baba went 
straight to the edge of the bluff to show Eruch, who had not been with 
Him in 1952, the wonderful view of fresh-water lake and Atlantic ocean — 
just beyond. After His simple meal at the Guest House, Baba went first to — 
see Norina Matchabelli, His disciple of long standing, who had not been — 


well and had been resting in her little cabin near by. Then He walked across |j 


the long narrow wooden bridge over the lagoon to the cluster of cabins and | 
the dining terrace on the other side. : 


Here the New York group had arrived and were having lunch or were } 


‘waiting to catch a glimpse of Him. Only about half of the party were stay- — 
ing at the Center; the other half, due to lack of space for such a large 
number, were staying at the various hotels and motels in town. Baba gave | 
a loving greeting to those who had not been on the air trip with us, and bade 
all those staying in town to return at 3 p.m. for a trip to the reception 
“barn.” 


Meanwhile, most of us went to our various cabins to unpack. Ours was 
the Lantern Cabin in back of the Guest House, overlooking a cove of the 
lake. We noticed many signs of the months of painstaking preparation for 
our stay put in by Elizabeth, Kitty, and previously Norina when she had || 
been well. Everything had been arranged for our comfort, although the || 
Center is largely woodland. Most important, each guest had a good bed, | 
for Elizabeth had said, “How could one be fresh each day if one had not | 
slept well the night before? And you know how Baba likes one to be fresh | 
and full of energy for His work!” How true! 


In 1952, on the Master’s first visit to the large property dedicated to _ 
Him and His spiritual work by his long-time disciple, Elizabeth Patterson, — 
and called ‘“Meher-Center-on-the-Lakes,” about 22 persons were supposed 
to stay there, but the number stretched to 30, including the 16 in Baba’s — 
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party from India. For this 1956 visit, Elizabeth had planned 35 as the maxi- 
mum she could squeeze in. But, as is always the case with Baba, more and 
more names were added to the list of those to stay at the Center, until there 
were 48 all told, so facilities had to be quickly enlarged. 


During the months before July, 1956, Elizabeth could be seen daily in 
the comp?ny of the carpenter, turning a store room, a tool room or a lug- 
gage room into an extra bedroom. Additional bathrooms, a laundry and an 
enclosed dining terrace were built. For Baba, ever-thoughtful of others, had 
sent word previous to His coming that all those unable to stay at the Center 
were to be invited daily to a picnic buffet lunch. On some days there were 
as many as 150 guests! The dining room, serving delicious but simple meals, 
was under the capable supervision of Mrs. Houston, who had met Baba in 
1952, ably assisted by Elizabeth’s cook Bessie and her two daughters. Peter 
Thibodeau was errand boy extraordinary. 


Socn word was passed along that the Master was coming! Shortly before 
3 o'clock, Baba appeared, striding across the lagoon bridge with that light, 
quick step He always has when approaching an expectant group of lovers 
and devotees. One of the mandali as usual strove manfully to keep up with 
Him, holding an open black umbrella over His head to shield Him from 
the sun. Baba mounted the steep brick stairs up the bank to the sandy traf- 
fic circle outside the dining room with energetic steps, and all of us, about 
70 people, followed behind Him as He walked briskly down the dirt road 
through the pine forest to the “barn.” 


This is a huge rectangular building re-constructed from an old barn of 
cypress wood, moved 20 miles to the Center at a time when lumber was 
rationed, and was planned by Elizabeth as a meeting hall. It was here Meher 


Baba gave darshan to several hundred people on May 17th, 1952. To see 


Him go up the steps and enter the hall brought back a flood of memories 
to many of us who had been present then. 


Baba showed the hall to Marion Florsheim and others who had not seen 
the Center before, then He sat down in the very same high-backed chair He 
used in 1952. One inevitably compared His looks to His appearance four 
years ago. Though Baba looked a little older, a bit grayer, the same wonder- 
ful warm radiance and aura of love emanated from Him, especially when 
surrounded by a group of “‘close ones.” His fresh complexion, His sparkling 
eyes, His expressive, mobile hands particularly gave the impression of 
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vibrant youth. 


Baba first asked that we all return and keep Silence with Him on the eve- — 
ning of Saturday, July 28th, in the barn at 7 p.m., and to be sure to be ~ 
present. Someone then asked if any of those coming locally for His darshan ~ 
should also be asked, and Baba decided that all those who had travelled to — 
Myrtle Beach to contact Him should be present and named a few others who ~ 


lived nearby. 


He then asked where the Dimpfls, who had come from California, were 
staying, and on hearing that they were in a motel, Baba invited them to 


the Center—the first of many spontaneous guests. He then discussed the — 


“snake” question, for the woods at the Center, like all country regions, have 


some poisonous snakes. He told us to be careful and to wear the right shoes — 


—no open-toes! He said that if we did see a snake, to say “Baba!” and it 


would not hurt us. Even if we stepped on one, but remembered to say © 


“Baba,” it would not harm us. But if we wore open-toed shoes, and said 


“Baba!” it would not go away. And if we did not pay heed and one did | 


bite us, He would drop us into the lake! 


He then asked Kitty to tell the story about her days in India when the — 
disciples, in order to tease her, had created a fake snake out of dough and 


paint, and how she dashed bravely out to kill it, kitchen knife in hand, to 


the merriment of all. Kitty repeated the story, ending with, “And from | 
that day on, I was never afraid of snakes, or unable to kill one when neces- | 


sary.” Baba has said on other occasions, that a snake can only pass into the 


next evolutionary form by being killed by a human being. (It is said in | 
India that some cobras when they get very old come out where there is a | 


likelihood of being killed by a human). 


After this we followed Baba outside. He went over and.sat down under 
a pine tree while Eruch held the umbrella over Him and the three other 
mandali stood about. He called first one and then another over to Him 
from the group, discussing problems or giving each one a little personal 


darshan, while the rest of us stood a short distance away, feasting our eyes | 


as usual on His beloved Presence. Charmian and others with cameras made 
the most of Baba’s repose. Then the Master left for His own house in the 
cream-colored station wagon driven by Elizabeth, and we saw no more of 
Him that day. We walked back to the circle, where the bus was waiting 
for those staying in town. The rest of us, after a delicious vegetarian supper, 
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retired to our cabins, or walked about the beautiful grounds. 


One of the mandali came by and gave two of us Baba’s clothes to wash— 
a precious privilege. In each place where Baba stayed on the tour, He gave 
this opportunity to a few devotees, both men and women. Jean Shaw, who 
washed His clothes in New York, said Baba asked her, “Do you know why 
I give you these?” She answered, ‘‘Because you love me.”’ He nodded. As I 
washed the pink silk hand-made jacket and the white batiste sadra and hung 
them out on the line under the trees, they seemed to radiate pure love and 
light. I had the feeling the clothes were really cleansing me! We stayed up 
late that night to have them dry and freshly ironed for Baba in the morning. 
Wednesday, July 25th 


As usual, Baba’s car arrived early in the morning, before 7, in the com- 
pound outside the Guest House, where He ate His breakfast of tea and 
toast. While we all were at breakfast in the dining hall, about 7:30 Baba 
came in to greet us, hugging each one... the most wonderful start to any 
day in the world! 


The mandali remained outside, with Eruch carrying Baba’s jacket pre- 
cisely folded over one arm. Then Baba, outside again, called a few over to 


- “talk” to them while the rest of us lingered not far away—a scene that 


was repeated over and over again during the days that followed. I doubt if 
there was one of us who did not make the most of these precious minutes 
of sahavas—or His “divine company’; which turned out to be sticking as 
close to Baba as He would permit all day long, even if it meant being on 
one’s feet for hours at a time. 


Those from outside the Center arrived around 8 o’clock. The private 


‘interviews with the Master in the little “Interview Cabin” near by were to 
_ begin at 9, but as usual Baba speeded things up. All morning long, while the 


group sat or stood about outside, newcomers and devotees of old were called 
inside to be alone with the Master. For, strange to say, even though there 
was always one of the mandali present to interpret Baba’s gestures, one felt 
that one was actually alone with Him. That is often one’s impression, too, 
though the room may be full of people besides Baba. 


On this day many from Lake Wales and St. Petersburg, Florida, Georgia, 


_ North Carolina and other parts of the South were meeting Him for the 


first time, in the same small cabin, with Baba reclining on the very same blue 


pif 


divan, where so many met Him in 1952. The place where one meets the liv- / 
ing Avatar face to face for the first time becomes a place holy in memory. 


Around 12, when Baba came out, Adele Wolkin and I followed Him and _ 
asked His permission to write to Mehera and His sister Mani and give them > 
news of the tour. He kindly nodded. Then we asked Him if we might copy 
His jacket and make Him a new one while on the trip. What a grin He gave 
us! He said that we might, if we did not miss being with Him. How well 
He knew we would never get it done for months! 


. red | 
At around 12, lunch was served al fresco in the dining room and breeze- 


| 


swept terrace. By 2:30, every one again had crowded down by the lagoon’ 
bridge to await Baba’s return from the Guest House. He came walking, 
across (Baba’s walk is a brisk run, as most of us soon learned), clad only | 
in His white sadra and cotton trousers, for the day was very humid. Every-. 
one followed Him up the steps, and again, stood about as He continued the 
private interviews in the cabin. The content of these naturally is private, 
but each one who was called in bears something memorable in his heart. 
Around 3:30 the Beloved was through for the day and invited us all to 
come and visit His house. The whole group, now about 80 strong, walked | 
behind the Master down the road about half a mile through the woods, to 
the house built for Him. | 


Baba, the first to arrive, sat down under the large live oak trees at the: 
edge of the cliff, with the sun shining on the blue lake and ocean beyond. 
As we sat in a semi-circle facing the beloved Master, it seemed that ne | 
was repeating an age-old pattern, and the lake sparkling through the trees 
might have been the lake of Galilee. 


On top of His pink coat which He had re-donned, Baba was wearing «= 
symbolic garland made of seven:‘‘sand dollar” sea shells, strung togethes 
by Betty Thibodeau and given to Him by “Elinorkit.” The seven shells, or ~ 
namented with various figures, were meant to represent the seven mais 
evolutionary stages from unconscious stone to conscious man. The shell) ” 
were tied together with a chain of seven-colored ribbons and on the baci: 
was written: “‘O, all ye works of the Lord, Praise Him and magnify Hirm 
forever.” For those who like to find symbolism in natural things, thes 
snow-white shells bears the mark of the cross like the five-petalled dogwooel 
blossom, a five-pointed ‘Bethlehem Star,” and five holes or notches for thi 
five wounds of Christ. | 


Baba pointed to the garland and said it represcnted the seven stages of 
man. Noticing one figure had broken off, He smilingly said: ““The animal 
kingdom is gone . . . the missing link!” and we smiled along with Him. 
Then He playfully took Dr. Hayman’s white golfing cap and put it on His 
head, again amusing us all. Then, with a very happy look, Baba “‘said”’ to us, 
through Eruch, of course: 


“J want you all to know that I have stayed in many, many places. In 
India, when I went on mast trips to different places, I have stayed some- 
times in palaces, sometimes in dharmashalas or special resthouses; some- 
timcs in temples or huts and sometimes under trees or on station platforms, 
where the sweepers, or untouchables, would follow Me. But here,” gesturing 
towards the house, “Elizabeth has built a very comfortable house for Me. 
Everything hcre is her contribution to Me. She has given the whole 500 acres 
as a gift to Me. She has made everything possible just through her love for 
Me. Tomorrow is Elizabeth’s birthday. I am just in time to celebrate her 
birthday. Tomorrow I will have to embrace her seven times! None of you 
must give any gifts, however.” 


“Now the house is open. Go in and see everything, but do not run away 
with anything. Don’t slip—the floor is very slippery! It’s some kind of 
special carpet!” 


Again the Beloved had made us laugh. 
“Of all places in the world, I feel most comfortable in this house, even 
though the climate here is hot and humid, I like this place.” 


While the Master stood on the porch like a gracious host, we filed past 
Him one by one into the house. One man tried to take off his shoes and 


‘enter barefoot, but Baba stopped him. As we went by, Baba gave two of 


us a private little “‘message.”’ He is always so loving. 


When we all stood in His bedroom, He sat on the edge of the Indian-style 
bed with a twinkle-in His eye. On the table near by was the new luggage 
the group had bought for His trip. Again, we were all so happy to have 
drawn Him all the way across the limited physical oceans, He who is the 
very Ocean of Love itself, as He said to us so often! 


Once again outside, He told us to “go back to your places, go swim- 
ming, rest, eat, fight, live, and with all that fighting, living, remember to 
love Me!” 


Zo 


We walked home as the sun fell behind the tall gloomy trees. On the ; 
way we met the husband of one girl who had been with us. ‘““Where is she? 
What happened to her?” he wanted to know. When Baba had invited all | 
of us to see His house, she and her husband were just ready to go back to~ 
town. The husband left, but the woman said “I just couldn’t cross that — 
bridge. I felt something tugging at my heart to turn back. And I was so- 
glad I did go with you all.” In such ways the Master intuitively draws ~ 


His own. 


Several other guests joined us that evening, asked by Baba to stay at 
the Center. Some were squeezed into the “Interview Cabin’”—Stella Ferenz 
and her daughter, Carrie Ben Shammai from Israel, dancer Bunty Kelly. 
Peter Saul joined us, too, and Virginia and Harold Rudd took over the boat 


house on the lake with Baba’s permission. Late that night there was a terrific | 


electric storm. Bolts of lightning like pillars of fire plunged straight in to 
the lake. I awoke and thought of the two in the boat house and was glad I 
had given Virginia (who was carrying that “special soul’) my raincoat. 
In 1952, too, there had been terrific storms at the Center. I’ll never forget” 
that one tremendous bolt that seemed a hair’s breadth away. It came at the 
‘ very instant Baba touched His foot to earth in getting out of the car, after 
His long day’s work was done. 


Thursday, July 26th 


The dawn was fresh and clear but the forest about us was spangled’ 
with rain. 


Each morning several of us in the Lantern cabin had made the most of | 
our proximity to the Guest House and always stood waiting outside the 
gate to greet Baba as He got out of the car. Today five of us girls, eachi | 


carrying a shining white clean garment of Baba’s, walked out to the Guest 


House. Baba called us all inside and one by one gave each of us the coveted! 


embrace. Baba appeared tired. 


Ivy Duce, looking at Him and perhaps thinking of the lightning, said, 
“Baba, you worked all night!” Baba put His hands to His head in an an-_ 


guished way and said, ‘“‘Yes, I worked all night. You have no idea. I have 
the burden of the Universe on My head. I am very unhappy this morning.” | 
He gave no further explanation. After we left the Center, however, and 
saw the newspapers, we noted that this was the day the Suez canal was, 
seized; also the day the Andrea Doria sank. 
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On the way over to the dining room, Baba paused at the boat house and 
asked the young couple if they had slept well and if they had been afraid of 
the lightning. They answered they were fine and didn’t want to move. 


Of this morning, Dana Fields writes: “I was the first to finish break- 
fast. I saw Baba with the mandali near the boat house. For about 15 min- 
utes Baba did His universal Work, moving the fingers of both hands. Eruch 
spread a kerchief on the bench and Baba seated Himself. I wondered what, 
in Nature, might have brought about this “mood.” There was a scent of 
flowers and morning freshness in the air. After five minutes, Baba wiped 
His perspiring face, although it was cool. He continued looking out at the 
enchanting Long Lake. I felt its beauty but could not tell if it was the 
atmosphere of Baba or nature which registered so strongly. Baba sat in 
perfect stillness, as though sparring for an opening in Maya’s “guard” or 
perhaps receiving a message on the inner Planes. I could not help but won- 
der what injustice was being righted or what cosmic plans were being laid. 
Those coming for breakfast were re-routed around the long table back of 
Him. His fingers worked, His accustomed silence deepened. Others had 
now come to greet Baba. He motioned all to be silent and still. He sat fac- 


| ing the lake and ocean beyond, surrounded by the four mandali, one ot 
_ whom held thé umbrella over Him, shine or shade. 


“Baba walked up the steps, all following at a distance. His “mood” of 
stillness pervaded the atmosphere and communicated itself to all, so that 


| for a moment one was aware of the irrelevance of words and accustomed 
| noises in this harmonious atmosphere. One felt this was holy ground, hal- 


lowed by His great labour of love. 


“Baba gave me a glance as I scribbled away and smiled warmly. He 


‘seemed to say, “All is well—under control again.’ My next line was: ‘God 


is walking in our midst.’ Baba was definitely working on the inner planes at 
this time, and so called to ‘leave’ His lovers. Who can imagine the burden 
He carries for the whole world? I asked one of the mandali for an explana- 


. tion. He replied: ‘What do we know? Who can tell what He is doing?’ 


“He is absolute Silence!” 


After breakfast, around 7:45, everyone was assembled around the sandy 
traffic circle. Baba sat on the pine rail fence overlooking the lake. We stood 


_ about silently, at a distance, our eyes on the Master. 


Bpl 


Presently, He rose and faced West. He was working—His fingers pulsed — 
with the rapid, characteristic gestures. His head was bowed and His face was — 
drawn and full of suffering. He did indeed look as if the suffering of the — 
world were upon Him. The others from town joined us in silence, and — 
nothing was heard for a while but the whirr of the crickets and the lapping © 
of the lake. : 


Then Baba crossed to the opposite side of the traffic circle, and faced” 
East. Again, He “worked.” Twice more He moved, and stood working, so 
that He had stood at the four compass points. In the end, His face had 
cleared, His posture changed, and with one of those rapid alternations of 
His inner spiritual rhythm, He seemed happy and radiant again. 


He then walked along the pathway to the Barn, beckoning us to follow. 
After a few hundred feet, He motioned us to stop, and through Eruch, 
asked us to concentrate for one minute, looking into His eyes. We all stood | 
around Him and obeyed, for what seemed not one minute, but an eternity, 
staring into those deep black eye-pools. They seemed, in the direct sunlight, 
or because the emanation of spiritual light was so intense, to have a bluish: 
- cast, as He looked eastward into the forest. 


As I stared fixedly into His eyes, they seemed, without moving, to become | 
a thousand eyes, glancing rapidly literally in a thousand directions at once. | 
Yet His white-clad figure stcod absolutely motionless, except for the mov- 
ing fingers. The air about Him secmed to vibrate with such force that it 
all became a whirl of dancing pinpricks of light—all “name and form’” | 
seemed about to disappear. An enormous penumbra of white light seemed) 
to hover and dazzle about Baba. I felt everything turning into numbers,,. 
equations, formulas . . . | thought in one second more I would leave all con-! 
sciousness of the gross world! Of course, at that moment, Baba broke our") 
meditation. Other people have said they, too, had unusual experiences: 
during these few moments of concentration on the Master. 


Baba turned, and we saw a car with Florida license plates had driven up 
behind us. It was Mahdah Love and a friend who had come from St. Peters. 
burg for Baba’s darshan. He drew her off. to one side and “spoke” with hei, 
a few moments and embraced her. Soon after, she left on her return trip) 


We followed Baba back to the interview cabin where, about 9 a.m., Hw: 
again began to see people privately. Dr. Fredoon Birdi, the Parsi doctor, hae! 
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also arrived from Florida and we greeted him warmly. The morning went 
by in the same manner as before; the majority waiting about outside Baba’s 
interview cabin, as different ones went in and out or small groups met alone 
with Him. On His arrival in New York, Baba had expressly stated to 
Elizabeth that He did not wish the whole time in Myrtle Beach to be taken 
up with interviews, but wished to be in seclusion part of the time, and also 
to have leisure time to be with the various groups assembled there. Thus, 
the interviews scheduled for Saturday or Sunday had been shifted to 
Wednesday and Thursday. Even so, some missed their morning appoint- 
ment; Baba then invited them to be present in the barn that afternoon... 
thus, they had more time with Him than they might have otherwise had. 


When one is tempted to count numbers and compare them with the 
enormous crowds that come to Baba in the East, one must ever bear in mind 
Baba’s own words: “My being here with you all today has been worth 
while if one soul comes to love Me as I want to be loved.” 


Looking through some letters from those who met Baba at the Center, 


one reads: “It remains an unending joy to have the experience of being 
_ able to see Him, speak with Him and listen to such great discourses on the 


simpleness of Life and the living of Life. We are ever thankful for the op- 
portunity that God has given us and to many others. Perhaps for the first 
time in our lives we begin to see the living example of Love in action— 


in Baba.” 


“We are mindful of the gentle influence of Baba as it reaches to the 
depths of our hearts. It may be that our paths shall cross that of Baba’s in 
this world again. Certainly we shall ever be consciously responding to Him 


_in our hearts and in our actions, We feel His kindly gesture as He stated 


to us, ‘Baba wants nothing that you may offer Him except your love.’ We 
send this always to Him....” 


“My life is changed by such a swelling of internal grace that my chang- 
ing is changing those closest to me... . ” 


“You begin to realize of what little significance time is with Baba. Five 
years waiting to see Him seemed so long and now if I couldn’t see Him 
again for two years or any number of years, I think I could just go on and 

on and on, for now I feel something that seems very permanent. How for- 
_ tunate we are to love Him. Almost too good to be true. I guess that’s why so 
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many just cannot grasp it—it’s so completely wonderful!” 


x wk 


Baba had His lunch, as usual, in the Guest House. It was here He answered | 
a question about St, Francis of Assizi which he had promised Don Stevens 
to answer. It was about the God-Realization of St. Francis, who, the Master 
has said, was one of the very few saints in the West to become a Perfect — 
Master. Yet, as Baba has explained in His discourses, in “God Speaks” and- 
elsewhere, the individual cannot attain God-Realization without the aid of 
a living Perfect Master. Don wanted to know how, since there was no 
Perfect Master in the West at that time, St. Francis achieved Realization. 


Baba turned to Ivy Duce and asked her if she had heard of the ancient 
Sufi prophet, Khwaja Khizr. She replied she had heard Murshida Rabia Mar- 
tin speak of him. She also recalled the footnote in “God Speaks” in which 
Baba explains there are 5 Perfect Masters in every Age. 


Baba then explained that Khwaja Khizr now and then took on a physical 
body if there was some spiritual situation that absolutely demanded it; and! 
that the Realization of St. Francis was such a case, because he had no Per- | 
fect Master to give him Realization. So, on the night which we read about 
on Mount La Verna, above Assizi, during which St. Francis also received) 
the stigmata, Khwaja Khizr, in his temporary human form, gave this beloved 
Western saint the touch of grace which made him a perfected soul—ai 
sad guru or Perfect Master, 


At 2 p.m, the birthday party for Elizabeth began, with the Master Him. 
oelf cutting the rose-crested cake in the dining hall. He gave Elizabeth the 
“seven hugs” that were promised. After everybody had sung “Happy 
Birthday” to her and had eaten their cake and ice cream, they followec! 
Baba to the barn. When all were assembled, some on chairs and some om 
the floor around Him, He presented Elizabeth with an enormous bouquet of 
yellow chrysanthemums and lavender gladiolas, a gift from all of us. Then 
He repeated His statement of the day before, that of all the places in thy 
world, He was most comfortable here, He then asked Marion to repeat | 
the suggestion she had made to Him yesterday. 


Marion rose and replied: “Seeing how beautiful everything was here, anal 
knowing how everyone felt within their heart in being able to share itt) 
I asked that if it pleased Elizabeth and fitted into the plan, that from ows 
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love, a dormitory for men and one for women could be built.” 
Eruch asked: ““And what did Baba reply?” 


“Baba said that Elizabeth had created the entire place,” Marion re- 
peated, “And that He loved it beyond all other places in the world; that her 
hands had done it all, and that He wished it to remain that way.” 

Eruch interpreted Baba: ‘“‘All that you find here is Elizabeth’s labor of 
love. Through her love for Me she has done everything to make Me feel 
comfortable at the Center here. If there is an addition from the outside, it 
will look mote 


at Here Eruch couldn’t find the right English word to translate Baba’s 


meaning; several voices from the audience suggested “anomalous,” “un- 
suitable,” etc. 


Marion continued: “Baba gave another message also. He said that when 
‘He leaves the West, He goes back to India into seclusion for a period of 
five months until February 15, 1957, and He will not accept any money 
-at this time and will take no funds with Him to India. Whatever balance 
“might remain, if any, in the Meher Baba Hospitality Fund Treasury that 
"the New York group had gathered (which covered the round-the-world air 
“fares and New York expenses of Baba and the 4 mandali), whatever may 
‘remain, if any, at the end of our trip, Baba will give us instructions about 
~ in San Francisco. 


cl 
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} 


y 


“When Baba returns to India, He will be in deep seclusion for five 
months and working very intensely and fasting; He may not remain in 


Satara.” 
1) 
ye Baba said: “I may remain locked up in Satara or I might go to a different 


place, I might go to the top of a mountain, or under it—but for five months 
I am going to be in seclusion, working very intensively. Why? Because 


and saints from different parts of India. It will be on a very large scale. 
Baba said we should save our contributions for our fares to India and for 
. helping others not so fortunate. Those who can afford to come, should go to 
India, and those who can afford to should contribute. Those that are unable 
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to come, Baba says, they will remain in Baba’s heart at the time of the meet-~ 
ing. Lees that do have the fare but are unable to contribute, should not 
worry.” 


“Have you re what Baba said? Who has not heard properly? Don, 
will you please repeat.” 


2 


Don repeated the gist of this message, which was news to many there. 


Baba continued: “There are many good saints in India. There are some 
on the path. Some are advanced souls. There is one, Gadge Maharaj, in the’ 
Deccan. Don, have you heard of him? Have you seen him?” ‘ 


Don said no. 4 


“He has a very large following. He is about ninety years of age and moves } 
about all the time, telling others to love God. And Gadge Maharaj loves } 
Me intensely, very deeply. In India when there was the Sahavas meeting in 
1954, and the Western men were there, Gadge Maharaj came to My Dart 
shan. Who has seen him at that time?” 


Fred, Darwin, John Bass, Dana Field, Joe Harb and others replied. Dr 
Hayman said he arrived in India too late. 


Baba said: ““He came to Me, he bowed down to Me. I made him sit nea 
Me. He was sitting for a long time near Me. He is very well known ix 
different parts of India, although he works in the Deccan. Wherever by 
goes, a huge crowd gathers around him to hear him speak. And he love 
Me; he knows My greatness. Once he told Adi...” 


Adi recalled: “‘ “Tell Baba to bless me. He is the world Teacher and I ar 
just an ordinary saint. He is the Big Sun and I am just a flame. Tell Hin 
to bless me!’ ” 


“In India there are many saints,” Baba replied, “but seven of them a¥ 


My beloved children. 


“TI am thinking of having a big meeting after the 15th of February. 
want to inyite these seven. This meeting will be a very great affair and | 
do not want you to miss the opportunity. If I invite you, try to coma 
Elizabeth, you must not try, but must come! After that meeting tl! 
breaking of My Silence, My humiliation, My glorification, My manifest | 
tion, all will happen in quick succession as I have declared. 
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“All of you remember one thing: After the 15th of February you may 
contribute if you wish; save now for the journey so that you can attend 
the meeting. From now on try to save to attend the meeting if you are in- 
vited, so that you can afford the fares and so forth. Do not think of giving 

|) to Baba now.” 


Eruch continued: ““When Baba goes into seclusion in India, He locks 
‘Himself up in a room; the doors and windows are all locked and there is 
hardly a breath of air. If Baba permits someone to remain with Him, then 
the one who remains feels absolutely suffocated. But Baba sits all day 
like that, closed and locked in. Baba says the whole world is nearer to Him 
when He is in seclusion.” 
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Don Stevens then got up and read us three messages of the Master, “The 
th Binding Past,” ‘The Law of Karma,” and ‘“‘Freedom from Opposites.” As 
a he finished, Baba clapped His hands. Elizabeth had fallen asleep, so Baba 
asked Don to read them over again, and then explain what they meant. 
! One message emphasized that the past cannot be changed and is like a 
“frozen lake,” but it continues to mold the present and the future of the 
limited “J.” Another, that after so-called death, we experience “heaven” 

and “hell.” 

“Do you understand it?” Baba gestured. Don nodded. “Baba says He 

has not understood it,” Eruch interpreted. As the laughter died down, 
1 Baba continued: 


y, | Where is heaven and where is hell? Don, you explain.” 
| 


_ Don replied: ‘As I understand it, these are illusory states, which exist 
y only in the mind. They have no reality; they are part of illusion.” 


i, Baba said: ““When I was young, about thirteen years of age, I met an 
Irani gentleman, a very stout, strong, healthy man, and two or three 
other friends of his. They called to me and made me sit near them. I was 
just a child. One Irani was preparing the Indian Bhang, a certain concoc- 
tion that brings one intoxication. The three were enjoying their drink. One 
| Irani was clever and had known my father, Sheheriaji. So he called me 
| over and made me sit near him. He had taken a lot to drink and was telling 
iw) the others in a lively voice, ‘I am in heaven today.’ 


7 
dl “I enjoyed their talk. Then he got up, the others also, and they started 


| 
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walking. I knew there was a trickle of water there crossing the road 
ahead; and, as everyone in India knows, the reaction of Indian Bhang is | 
such that a drop of water appears to be an ocean. So that intoxicated fellow 
stopped, thinking that there was a big stream right across the road—he) 
actually experienced that trickle of water as a big stream and he wanted) 
to jump over it! He tried his best to cross it with a long jump, but he: 
jumped so hard he broke his leg. Then he cried, ‘Now I am in hell!’ : 


“So both these heaven and hell states are there, they are experienced, but. 
they don’t exist. They are part of maya.” 


Don then read ‘““The Law of Karma” a second time, and Baba asked him, 
again to give us the gist of it. Don replied: “Baba, I understand from thir 
that it is quite true that the entire universe is governed by laws. The mate» 
rial world may be less understandable in terms of being governed by laws 
but the whole universe is governed by law, just like a good business.” 


Baba said: “Although the whole universe is Illusion, yet it is goveriney. 
by a Law, a definite law; and that law deals with every detail. We cannow 
escape from the law of karma. But when we transcend illusion, the law 
does not bind us any longer.” 


Adi said: ‘Such an One becomes free.” 


Baba continued: “Krishna said the same thing to Arjuna. ‘Kill your rela 
tives, kill your friends, in the battle of Kurukshetra. You must have hear, 
about that famous battle. Arjuna refused, saying, ‘How can I kill my owy 
masters? How can | kill my own kith and kin?’ Krishna then said ‘I am) 
above the law. The whole creation is from Me, has come out of Me. Obe | 
Me and you will not be bound.’ HH 


“Tf, here and now, I tell you, there is an ant, and suddenly Don kills in 
of course, a binding is then created—the impression of the act of killin» 
You cannot be free from that binding. You are bound because you kille 
one ant. 


“Every action that you do binds you, every action—every little actiow 
whether good or bad. The good action also binds you, but you are boun 
then, let us say, by a chain of gold. And if the actions are bad, then ye 
are bound, say, by a chain of steel. 


“Christ said, ‘Leave all and follow Me.’ What did that mean?” 
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Don replied: “I assume it means literally to leave everything and follow 
| Christ within yourself.” 


Baba went on: “But the meaning behind it was not to leave all these 
things; not to renounce the world. It was to obey. 


“Leave all thoughts, your own thoughts, your selfish thoughts,. and 
simply obey Me. Then you are liberated,-you are free. But if you cannot, 
then more and more bindings are created; for every action creates a 


“You are very old, Don, ages old! And you are bound. And you will be 

"bound and you'll go on getting bound age after age. Age after age the same 

: bindings will be created, you’ll try to free yourself, and in so doing, get re- 

" bound. But once you are liberated completely, then you'll realize that there 

" was no binding at all. It was just imagination, a dream . . . you were seeing 
and experiencing only a dream. 


* “All of you here are very old—ancient ones. All are God. God is within 
" each one, and God is not bound by time: He is eternal. You are all eternal. 

" Now you are bound. You feel you are bound and you continue to get’ 
bound; but there will be a time when every individual gets freed, gets lib- 
‘erated. Then that individual realizes that all his bindings were just in a 
dream——he was seeing a dream. 

“Christ took upon Himself the cuacring (of others). Why? To liberate 
humanity. And the bindings are still there. Mankind is still bound. Yet, 
NM liberation doesn’t require time. You are bound for ages, but when you get 
liberated, it is instantaneous—it comes in a flash! 


“Just think of it—God is within all, in every one, and He is infinite. God 
is all-powerful, God is all-bliss. And yet, though God is in each one, how 
{helpless we feel! We weep, we feel pain, we feel sorrow, although God, who 
ithis so infinitely powerful and blissful, is there! Why? It is because of our 
il own bindings. But there is one way to get liberated from these bindings, and - 
that is through love.” 


‘Don read the third paper, “The Freedom From Opposites,” once more. 
i 
yy Baba, as usual, had something to add. “You have heard this read out and 


'|2veryone listened. But it is not the experience — just hearing all these 
things. It can be understood mentally. Mind can appreciate it. Mind un- 
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derstands all this. But what is wanted is actual experience. As soon as you; 
get the experience, you know. You know that everything is illusion anc’ 


that God is Reality. 


“When I was studying in school—in college—I was not interested in 
reading about all these things, of course. I had nothing to do with spiritual. 
ity. I never read philosophical or spiritual books. My father, Sheheriaji, wa) 
thinking all the time of God and searching for Him. He was a seeker, : 
great seeker. He roamed on foot from place to place in Iran, then came tw 
India. He was searching, but he couldn’t find what he was looking for. Inj 
India, he married. Why?—because of past connections, past impression) 


or sanskaras; 


“When I was in college, I met Babajan. I was going to college on m® | 
cycle, and Babajan was sitting there under a tree. Around her she had 
group of some Pathans. They are a very stalwart people, very fierce-lookiny: 7 
And Babajan, the old lady, just called Me, beckoned Me, and I got dow? | 
from the cycle. Then she kissed Me on the forehead—and I knew that ea 
perience. At that very moment—everything disappeared, vanished com: 
pletely. Why? Because I found Myself INFINITE. There was no room fe: 
anything else besides Me. That kiss made Me Infinite, so that there was ry || 
room for anything else. Everything vanished but Me! 


“How can I explain that experience to you! But wh<n you get that em 
perience, you come to know. | 


“When I experienced that bliss, that infinite bliss which had no brea! 
it was continual—it is continuing even now. Of course, it is eternal, it h 
no break. Then I went to Upasni Maharaj—I was drawn there, I do ne 
know how. He brought Me back to normal consciousness. 


“You have no, idea what that means—to come down to normal cov 
sciousness! Every little thing, every moment, was a crucifixion for Me. "¥ 
come down from that infinite bliss to normal consciousness of this mat: 
rial, illusory world is crucifixion. 


) 


“Even now it is the same. You all find me cheerful, happy, but inward’ il 
within, I am in infinite agony. Why? Because I experience through all 
you your own bondage. 
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“If you can love Me, love God, your love will make you know Me. If you 
an make others happy through your love without seeking your own hap- 
imess, you can free yourself from this bondage. You can then find Me as 
really am. No sooner do you get that Experience, than you feel liberated 
nd experience infinite bliss.” 


Though it does not appear on the tape of this afternoon’s discourse, 
tomeone asked Baba who were the five Perfect Masters of the Age, and 
jaba named them: Sai Baba, Upasni Maharaj, Hazrat Babajan, Narayan 
Maharaj, and Tajuddin Baba. 


With all the group at His heels like a pack of sparrows, Baba walked as 
apidly as ever back to the main Center. The children were all in the boat 
touse, waiting to go out on the lake in the black Venetian gondola. Baba 
ntered the boat house and fondled each child lovingly. Then we all stood 
slose to the shore watching with Baba as the gondolier took the children 
n groups for their ride. Baba asked one little boy if he could row and he 
aid yes. 
» Next, Baba, mounting the brick steps again, sat down on the white wood 
jench at the cliff’s edge and started to play with us all, tossing sweets out 
“nto the crowd as prasad. The sweets gave out and Kitty ran for more. How 
nappy Baba looked, how eager each one was to “catch” the divine gift! 
‘dow Baba enjoyed His “‘trick” throws and the unexpected catches! With 
‘what a loving smile He dropped a candy into the open palms of the blind 
me among us! A little baby, perched on his father’s shoulder, kept lisping 
\“Dat’s Baba! Dat’s Baba!” as if we all might forget. A young boy, dis- 
curbed by inner problems, came over and knelt before the Master, who 
zave him His healing embrace of love, so marvellous to watch... a water- 
‘all of grace! 


Soon it was 6:30 and time for Baba to return to His own house, for work 
Hot in our realm. 


To Be Continued 
Kk ok Ok 
300K REVIEW 


7 STARS TO MORNING — Francis Brabazon $3.00 
Francis Brabazon, author of ‘“‘Journey with God” and “Early Poems,” 
Zives us songs of life and fire in his new book, “7 Stars to Morning.” These 
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poems vitally concern all those who love poetry for its own sake and als: 
those who cherish it for its interpretative power and prophetic approach tv 
the mysteries of life. On the physical plane, his title poem refers to thy 
bright stars that adorn the southern sky; metaphysically, these stars typif- 
the Planes that the seeker must eventually find are in the domain of dualit” 
and illusion and which must be blotted out when man becomes unified wit) 
Divine Reality. t 


The dedication refers to the One Who “draws a line in the shape of © 
heart around space, and suffers the limitation of form in order that thy 
devotees may know Him.” The poems follow the high tradition of Blak: 
and Yeats in that their symbolic language draws its power from divinel 
revealed Truth. The ten sections of the volume include ‘““Music of Earth, 
“Dawn Through to Sunrise,” “The Stone Masons,’ and “Child Songs. 
Together with the others, they present the poet’s conception of a new dai 
and a new humanity, an upsurge of spiritual life as it has been revealed t 
the world by an Avatar. H 


Whether you read Francis Brabazon’s poems as fine examples of the newe®) 
more subtle poetic forms, or as poesy inspired by a Master that leads to 
closer relationship with God, they are moving and illuminating. Som 
modern poetry is complex and difficult of immediate comprehension. The 
poems of “7 Stars to Morning” are profound, but at the same time, luci) 
and exact of phrase, and reveal a most sensitive use of language. They ma. 
be classified as ‘‘organic poetry” in the sense that the poems have an organ 
life of their own within a multi-dimensional structure and bring instar 
images to the reader’s mind. 


Mr. Brabazon has stated, in the single prose section “Art as Practice ©) 
Devotion,” that “art is a method of/ practicing devotion to the Trig 
Teacher, Who is the supreme Artist; the whole universe being His creatioy 
and man His most finished work.” Again, that pure creativeness achieve: 
as a means of revealing love for others becomes a ‘‘vehicle for their emanc i 
pation,” and that man must perceive that his works have no real existene: 


except in God. 


As a whole, the poems of this distinguished collection record the illum! 
nation of the human mind and the extension of human vision into etern’ | 
Truth because of contact with the Master. They will pour a reviving leave’ 
into modern poetic art. 


} 


—Jeanne Robert Foster 
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LISTEN, HUMANITY! ee ae 
By Meher Baba; Narrated and Edited by Don Stevens 
411 pp., $5.00 


It is fitting that after “God Speaks” comes “Listen, Humanity!” Meher 
3aba is “the Silent One,” yet, how he has enlivened our hearts and minds 
‘hrough the years by his incomparable teachings and messages! Sometimes 
‘he shortest are the most poignant, as: “It is Love alone which can lift the 
veil between a lover and the Beloved. Believe me, you and I remain divided 
(oy nothing but the veil of you, yourself!”” Or: ‘From the beginning of all 
deginnings, I have been saying, I say it now, and to the end of ends [ will 
‘say it, that he who loves God, becomes God.” 


There are hundreds of such spiritual gems in this fat new book about 
|3aba and by Baba, lovingly put together by Don Stevens at Baba’s own 
‘equest. Don was one of the few lucky Westerners to be present at the 
@ ndian Sahavas meetings in November, 1955. His lively, humorous, and 
0 vivid report of the meetings, complete with Baba’s intimate talks to the 
‘sakvasis,’ comprises the first section of his book. The second section is 
ii ‘aken up by Meher Baba’s discourses on a variety of fascinating spiritual 
( ubjects, many not touched on in previous material; such as the different 
ui cypes of death and their reaction on the individual; how we reincarnate; 
the various types of yoga; the true meaning of sleeping and waking, the 
wart of spiritual freedom, the emerging new humanity, and so forth, all 
dictated by Baba at various periods but woven by Don into consecutive 
veading order. These discourses will appeal more immediately to the reader 
han the more difficult cosmology of “God Speaks” and in fact are excellent 
i upplementary reading to that great work. 
wi In the third section, Don tackles the “prickly” subject of Baba’s Avatar- 
100d or Christhood, and comes off surprisingly well. By presenting his own 
af sersonal viewpoint, rather than lofty clichés, he stimulates interest—dis- 
ension surely—but a lively awareness at least. Since all Baba-lovers get this 
y luestion “thrown” at them frequently, it is good to see how one batter-up 
seturns the ball. Don has wisely quoted Baba’s own statements on the sub- 
y eet, especially his messages “The Highest of the High” and the three 1954 
Darshan Messages, first published by The Awakener. We wish, however, 
1e had included more from Baba’s discourse, “The Avatar.” 
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As a sort of cherry on the whipped-cream treat of all the preceding pages, 
the last appendix contains many new glimpses into Baba’s life as told by 
himself at the sahavas meetings. They make one long for more; and wish, 
somehow, the Beloved could be prevailed upon to tell us more of his own 
““God-biography!” Perhaps the book that is to be published after his death 
holds some of these same precious glimpses into the unknown world of 
Realization. 


The Beloved himself wished me to write some kind of pre-review of 
“Listen, Humanity!” and acquaint you with its contents. I cannot whet 
your appetite more than by listing them in full: 


Preface and Introduction by Don Stevens. 
Foreword by Meher Baba. 


Part I: The Sahavas Programs: Meherabad; The First Day; The Toe of The 
Master; Washing the Feet of the Poor; Lighting the Dhuni; Some Smiles, Some 
Tears. 


Part II: Life and the Path: Death and Immortality; The Cycle of Sleep a 
Waking; The Origins and Effects of War; The New World Culture; Notes Or 
Frecdom; The Ways to the Path and Its States and Stages; Attitudes fou: 
Aspirants and Other Groups; Love and God; Help to Others. 


Part III: Avatarhood: Personal Relationship; General Atmospheres; Babes 
Discusses Avatarhood. 


Appendix I: Directions Given by Baba at the Sahavas Meetings. 
Appendix II: Reminiscences by Baba. 


I understand too it would be most helpful if you sent your orders in now. 
ahead of publication. You wll receive your books in the fall upon publica- 
tion; your order for several books will be sent to you to re-distribute if 
necessary to friends.—Editor. 


ORDER BLANK 
To: Michael J. Loftus, 7 Woodland Way, Greenbelt, Maryland: 


Please send me, upon publication... copies of LISTEN, 
HUMANITY! at $5.00 per copy. I Racor ES ere ae 
(check or M.O.). PLEASE PRINT BELOW 


